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Pericles frince of Tyre, 

Hell. Haile Madam, and my Qucene. 

T bit. I know younot. 

Per. You haue heard me .fay when I did’flyc from T/rr, I left 
behind an ancient fubftiiude; can you remember what I cald the 
man , 1 haue namde him of*. 

'Thai. Twas Helbcautts then. 

Per. Sa\\ confirmation, embrace him deare Thaifa,this is hee, 
now do I long to beare how you were found ? hoW poflibly pre* 
ferned ? and who to thankefbefidesche Gods)for this great ink 
rade ? 

That. Lord Cerimon my Lord,, this man through whom the 
GoJsflicwnethfir power that can from firft tolaft refolueyou,’ 

Per . ReuerencSir ; the Gods can haue no mort3ll officer more 
like a God then you, will you ddiuer how his dead Qucene re- 
hues ? 

Cer.I will nay Lord, befecch you fitftgoe with me vnto my 
houle. where fhall be fhewne you all was found with her ; how 
fhe came plac’ft heere in the temple, no ncedfull thing otiimitted, 

P#r.PuerDianblcffe thee for thy vifion, and will offer night 
°blations to thee ; THaifa this Prince , tke faire betbrothed of 
You rdaughter,fhall marry her ar Pentapolis, and now this orna- 
ment that makes me looke difmall,will I clip to forme, and what 
this fourteene yeares no razor touch to grace tby marriage day, 
lie beautifie. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letteis of good credit, Sir.my father’s 
tead. 

Per. Heauens make 3 ftar of him,yct there my jgueene, wcele 
celebrate their Nupcialf, and our fclues will in that Kingdoms 
fpend our foilowiug dayes; our fbnn a«d daughter fball in Tyrm 
A Lord Cer/awMjWc do our longing flay, r A t 1 , 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

i fertile?, his Qucene and daughter ftene, 

hough aflaylde with Fortune fierce and keene, A 
Vertue preferd from fell deftru&ions blaft. 

Led on by heauen, and crownd with ioy at laft . 

Ia HtStiattm may you well defery, 

A figure of truth, of faitbefloyalty : 

] n reuerend Cerimon there well appeares, 

The worth that learned charity aye weares . 
por wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had fpread their curfed deed, the honerd naafi 
Oi Verities, 10 rage the Citty turne. 

That him and his, they in his Pallaee burne -• 

The gods for murder leemed fo content •> 

To punifh although not done, but meant* 

So, on your patience euermore attending,' 

New ioy waitc on you heere our play bath etjdfeg 

FINIS 


To heare the reft vntolde, Sir, leads the way. 


Enter Gower. 

In Antieehus and his daughter, you haue beard 
Ofmonlfrous la ft, the due and luft reward : 
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